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HE following Poem was written ſome time after 

the publication of the School- Boy, and intended 

as another imitation of The Splendid Shilling. The 
Author thought it would be diſreſpectful to ſome names, 
eminent in the Univerſity, who have favoured him with 
their Subſcription to an intended Edition of his Works 
collectively, to have placed this production in that 
Volume, and has therefore ſent it ſingly into the world; 
hoping that the innocent raillery contained in it will not 
be miſconſtrued into a contempt of the Laws of Virtue, 


or that Diſcipline ſo neceſſary in an Univerſity. 


He likewiſe takes this opportunity of informing his - 
Subſcribers, that the work has been unavoidably de- 
layed, but will be ready for publication in the courſe of 


this ſuromer. 
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P ARENT of Light and Song, whatever name, 
Phebus, or Mithras, more delight thine ear; * 
The Muſe, with rapture, hails thy riſing beams, 
Burſt from her drear confinement, where the hand 
Of vaunting tyranny repreſt her rage, 
And damp'd her flagging wing, now borne aloft 
To milder regions, and more genial ſoils. _ 

No more the Pzdagogue, with brandiſh'd rod, 
Annoys my ſides, nor ſtuns with deathful ſounds 


My ſtartled ears; for now, with tranſport heard,, 


The 
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The joyful mandate ſummons me away, 

To where famed Ts rolls her laureate wave; 

On whoſe gay banks an antient city ſtands, 

Crown'd with an hundred ſpires, and bwelling domes 
Modern, or Gothic, ſtately to the view: | 
Hither, tis faid, from Athens widow'd bow'rs 

By Perſian pride and civil rage expell d, 

Dame Wiſdom fled of yore, and with her came, 
Leaving the fabled haunts of Ca/taly, 

Nine beauteous Maids, who boaſt their bicth from Jove : 
High on theſe pinnacles enthron d they reign, 

* To us invifible, or dimly ſeen, 

Except by ſoaring fancy's keener glance. 

Around their ſhrines, from Britain's fartheſt bound, 
Array'd in fables, croud a motley race ; 

Diſtin& with various titles, and degrees 

As various — high above the reſt appear 


* Milton's Paradiſe Loft. 
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Two forms, of more majeſtic port and mien, 
Whoſe ſoverain rule the toga'd race obey, 
Hight Profors; by their ſleeves of ominous ſweep, 
Of Genoa's looms the fam'd produce, well-known, 
And dreaded ; theſe in order next, and next 
In dignity, a tribe of ſages ſtand, 
Dreadful with Tippet, ſource of dire diſmay 
To Freſhmen, and the whole unbearded race; 
Their office to ſupport and poiſe the ſcale 
Of ſteady juſtice, from the peaceful ſhades 
Of Science to repel the barbarous ſons 
Of Inſolence, and Faction's wild uproar ; 
Nor are there wanting, who, with ponderous mace, 
May add to mild reproofs vindictive blows, 
Full often rued by many a heedleſs wight. 

But now array'd in like myſterious ſtole, 
With flowing band, that faintly ornament, 
Hung waving from my chin, I iſſue forth 
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To ſeek the manſion of a bare ſage, 


Y'cleped a Tutor, him aloof IłRen 
On elbows twain of antient chair reclined, 
With cobwebs hung, by time's ſharp tooth defac'd, 


Midſt volumes piled on volumes all around. 


And duſty manuſcripts ; ' treaſures I'ween 

Of antient lore ; He ſullen from his chair - 
Reclines not, till with many an aukward. bow 

And ſtrain right humble I implore his grace. 


Queſtions the ſage propoſes, dark, perplex d 35 


Of various import — and to ſound my ſkill 

O'er many an author turns, to me well known, 
Virgil or Horace, or the dreaded page 

Of Homer, name accurſt— deſcending hence 
His ſteps at awful diſtance I purſue, 

Admiring much my ſtrange unwonted garb, 

And wond'rous head- piece; till at length we reach 


The manſion of a venerable Seer, 


Second 
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Second alone of all the letter'd race, 

Who opes a mighty volume, graced with rows 
Of various names, in ſeemly order ranged ; 
'Midft theſe the humbleſt of the muſe's train 
Enrolls his name: and Ts hails her ſon. | 
Some myſtic ſounds pronounced, with trembling lips 
The ſacred page I kiſs, and from his hand 

A book receive, of ſmall regard to ſee, © 
With godly counſels fraught, and wholſom rules; 
Which ill betide the wight who dares offend. 

The wonted fees diſcharged, I haſte away 

To join the circle of my old compeers, 

Sever'd by cruel fate — The hearty ſhake, 

The friendly welcome, go alternate round : 

And that bleſt day, till eve's remoteſt hour, 

Is facred to our joys — Its choiceſt ſtores - - 

The genial larder opes ; exhauſted deep, 

Even to its inmoſt hoards, the buttery groans. 
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But now the bottle rolls its ample tound, 
Kindling to rapture each congenial ſoul ; 
The burſt of merriment, the joyous catch 
Ring round the roofs inceſſant much is talk d 
Of paſt exploits, and grievous taſks impoſed 
By former Tyrants ; tyrants now no more. 
Tranſported with the thought, in frantic joy 
I raiſe my arm, and midſt ſurrounding ſhouts, 
Quaff the full bumper; ah full dearly rued | 
Stern fortune, thus ev'n in the cup of bliſs 
To mix the dregs of woe—a deadly hue 
Sudden inveſts my cheeks, my fainting ſoul 
Is fill d with horrid loathings and ſtrange pangs, 
Unfelt before; convulſing all my frame: 
Med'cines are vain, or ſerve but to augment 
My grievous plight, till ſome experienc'd friend 
Lead me to neighbouring couch, where grateful ſleep 
Soon o'er my ſenſes ſheds her opiate balm, 


Heard 
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Heard with leſs terror, now, the tolling bell 
Summons my faot-ſteps to that awful dome, 
Whoſe gaudy windows, all ſuperbly dight 2 
With various tints, and quaint hiſtoric lore, 

Tempt from deyotian's page the roving eye 
Myſterious ſtudies next my thoughts employ ; 
Figures and lines, with niceſt art to range, 
Oblique or ſquare; and time, and mode, and . 
Perplex my brains Now Logic, rugged maid, 
Opens her ſtores profound, the wavezing mind 

To fix aright, and guide the excentric thought: 
Sage doctrines, nathleſß unreſtrained I rove 

At large, and riot in ſucceſſive rounds 

Of new delight: Now up the ſilyer ſtream 

To Medley's bowers, or Goaftowe's fam'd retreat, 
Straining each nerve, I urge the dancing ſki; 


Or, ruſhing headlong down the perilous ſteep, 
Rouſe the ſly Reynard from his dark abode : 
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Or, if inclement vapours load the ſky, 
Tennis awhile the heavy hours beguiles ; 
Or, at the billiards fatal board, I flake © | 
With anxious heart, the laſt ſad remnant coin. 

Tutors may chide, and angry Sires withold 
The wonted largeſs, their united rage 
I wreck not; Ticking, gentleſt maid, ſupports | 
My ſinking fame, and all my woes beguiles. | 
O fairer far than all that Greece, or Rome, 
In vaunting ſtrain, of nymph or goddeſs tell; 
To thee a thouſand temples pierce the ſkies: 
To thee a thouſand altars ever ſmoke: 
Great queen of Aris, without whoſe cheering ray, 
Science wofi'd dtoop, and Genius muſt expire. 
Raiſing one general pray'r, of every rank 
Unnumber'd ſuppliants throng thy crouded courts. 
To thee, the haughty doctor, rais'd on high | 


* Hail, Ticking ! guardian of diftreſs 
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To Learning's loftieſt ſeats,” tho far renown d, 
Cringes ſubmiſſive, thee with all his art: 
The ſubtle lawyer ſeeks, nor heeds the voice 
of bailiff thundering at his neighbour's gates. 
Propitious power, my lyre ſhall, ſtill be ſtrung 
To ſing thy praiſe, my pencil ſtill prepared | 


To paint thy charms—and well they may, I, ween,, » - 
For thine'the pencil is, and thine the iy... 
Whether the grape's rich juice regales my; ſoul; -- 
Or from, the; potent, bowl Lquaff new life, 0 

Abhorrent ſtill, I loath the nauſcous ſures N 
Of that deteſted weed, V n 5 
Which the ſage, Don, in ſpiral clouds exhalee, 
Frequent and full, as Oer his drowſy 1% OO RAR 
Gravely he nods — Be mine that milder leaf 
Which Rowley's patriot hand, with ſtudious care... 
From hill, or wood, or flowery vale ſelects: 
Cheer d. with its genial vapour oft 1 lunge 
Zank wee Beneath 
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Beneath the Mazror's f roofs, or thine, O ä 

Miſtaken _ as, in high debate, 

Of Britiſh freedom em, and of Brutiſb herb, 

We reaſon much, nor weightier thoughts employ 

My tranquil mind, but how the mantling bowl 

With ſweet, with four, with ſpirit rightly mix , 

May be repleniſh'd ; "oft by theſe inſpir d 

From ftreet to ſtrect, beneath the moon's Sale bang" 

Heedleſs I ſtray, if haply Proftor's voice 

Check not my progreſs — Sie deathful ſound, 

« Jha * fbou'd I do, or whither turn—amaz'd, 

Confounded,” down ſome narrow lane I ſcower 
Of famed S. Thomas, virtue's chafte retreat : 

But vain my flight, for ruffan's cruel palms 

Arreſt my ſteps, and to the offended power 


Force me reluckant —— he aloud exclaims | 


5 Matron of Matrons, Martha Baggs. 
| OxFORD SAUSAGE. 
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Of broken faith, and violated laws, 
Full many a tale he adds, of ſage import, 
And then with mandate ſtern, to college dooms 
Me, hapleſs wight, with dreadful fines amers d, 
Till one long moon revolves her tedious round? 
Some godly author, Tillotſon perchance, 
Or moral bard to conn, with heart full fad. 
There long I ſigh unfriended, and alone, F 
Unleſs ſome dun aſcend my lofty dome, 
At firſt with gentle foot, and ſuppliant voice, 
But oft denied, and bolder grown, he adds 
Vindictive menace, and before my eyes 
Diſplays the horrors of that antient forts, 
Drear manſion, where the ſullen debtor pines, 
Midſt circling gloom, and hunger's cruel rage: 
+ The caſtle of Oxford, ereted by Naber Did, L. B. ro71, 
now converted into the county goal. — The ſtory is well known of a 


deſcendant of this founder, who being confined here for debt, and 
aſked how he came into that place, replied, “by right of inheritance.” 


| While 
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While reſtleſs fancy to my fight. preſents. 16 nid 30 
That dreaded. volume v, Mhoſe recording-page' 
Brands, with eternal inſamy, the wretch, 2 Pr 
Incorrigible deem d, whom dire miſdeeds 15 0 
Of darker ſtain diſgrace: ine Pbæbis flies 
And all the tuneful nine, tho oft I try 
With feeble nerve to ſtring my uſeleſs lyre - 
The time elaps d, with throbbing heart 1 ſeek W 
The dreaded ſeer, and to his hand preſent- - EIn 
The letterd page: with brow auſtere he reads 
And bids me, from experience wiſe, beware 
To rouſe, a ſecond time, his ſleeping ire — 

Thrice happy ſons of Cam, whom Proftor's rage 


| Rarely molefts, whether your ſnorting ſteeds 


Snuff from afar Mewmar let's well known breeze 


Or furious pant to gain the verdant heights _ 


+ Vulgo dictum, the Black Book, in which, if any member of the 
univerſity has the - misfortune - to have his name enrolled, he is totally 
excluded from attaining any privilege, or taking his degree. of 
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Of + Gog-mageg O {kill'd with dexterous hand 
To ſmack. the thong, and guide the aerial car 
By + Trompington's or + Barmuell's blooming dames, 
Kenn ' d with amaze: How does each Iſis beay © | * 
Envy your lot—Slaves to no ſervile law. 7 
That pinion down their fancy, you diſport 
In gaudy filks, and various tinctured veſts, | | 
Beſt ſnares for female hearts; our humbler gars 
Subfuſc, or fable, ſcarcely tempt the glance - + 
Of wiſhful nymph, tho' many a nymph we boaſt, 
As blithe, as blooming, and as bright as yours 
| Why ſhou'd the muſe of direr evils fing, = 

When Ruſlication, in her harpy fangs, 

Hurries the wretch, from joy and Iſis far, 


In ſylvan ſolitudes to waſte his youth, 
Midſt chiding aunts, and antiquated maids : 
Or why, that laſt ſad fate the wretched prove, 


+ Places well known at Cambridge. 
© Exiled 
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Exiled for ever from ber ſacred haunt, 
To roam, like Adam; thro' the deſart earth, 
« With all the world before them, where to chooſe 
« Their place of reſt, yet after all find none, 
Spurning each youthful-folly, wiſerr /! 
Aſcend, with graduate ſplendor, to the heights 
Of claſſic dignity; in time perchance | 
May wield the faſces of profforial power, 
9 that 1 1 


| '* Milton's Paradiſe Loſt. a 5 
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The pride of Thebes is levell'd with the * 

* The fruits of earth lie blaſted on the plain, 
5 Her palaces with ſhrioks of death reſound, _ ; 

And her fireets gro groan beneath the heaps of lain. $ 
| So wide hath ſpread the monſter's fiery rage 

Beauty a fluſh's cheek with fatal | crimſon n burns, 


Ev'n virtue' s hallow'd plaint the tyrant ſpurns, 
The ſcreaming infant from the boſom tears, 
And ſtrikes to earth'the hoary ſcalp! of age,” · 
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The mother, with convulfive tortures torn, 
Faints midſt her pains, and GH in x death, 
Her hapleſs infant, curſt'as ſoon as bern. 
Imbibes pollution: with his vital, breath — 
But hark! in louder burſts the pæans ——— 
1 ſhores with wilder acclamations ring © 
Mad with the fever d pangs that fire en, veins: 
Increafing throngs around our altars cling, _ © - 5 
And as they Pour to heav'n their frantic grains, F 


By myriads ruſh to Lethe s gloomy lake. 2 
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